Fortune. I knew that I possessed in Genoa the first sea captain of the
age; I was not aware that I possessed also the second,9*
"They may change places* sire, before all is done,*' said the smiling
Avalos.
Upon that pleasantry His Majesty frowned, his Doria infatuation
mildly offended, "That were a foolish because excessive hope. Let
us be content \vith what we possess, recojnizing it, so that we may
know with what we have to build." Almost abruptly he added: "You
have leave to go, Messer Adorno." Then, more gently, as Prospero was
bowing himself away, he added: "I am in your debt, sir, and ! was in
your father's too; for the Duke of Melfi has reminded me that he
suffered for his loyalty to me. These things shall not be forgotten.
I must study to repay."
Upon that uplifting dismissal Prospero withdrew from an interview
the length and intimacy of which procured him now the increased
regard of the assembly. But it did not uplift him. It would have left
him indifferent but for the Emperor's assertion that it was from Andrea
Doria that His Majesty had learnt of Antoniotto Adornp's case. Here
was confirmation of a sort of Cardinal Adorno's opinion that Doria
had been the victim of circumstances resulting from King Francis's
breach of faith, and that the matter of Doria's calculated hostility to
the Adorai for his own ambitious ends rested, after all, upon assump-
tions that may well have been too hasty. Yet again, because it opened
the gates to his heart's desire, Prospero was held mistrustfully back
from that comforting belief.
His credit, enhanced that night, continued steadily to grow during
those days of the Imperial visit. There were solemn intervals in the
festivities and revelries provided. In one of these there was an intimate
conference to which the Emperor admitted only a half dozen besides
Andrea Doria* Whilst Gianettino was of the number, Filippino was
excluded from it. It \vas concerned with the forthcoming expedition,
and in the discussions Prospero was prominent and impressive. He
found Doria generously supporting him, free of all petty jealousies
such as an old commander might bring to criticize the opinions of a
young one who was in danger of shining too brilliantly.
If Prospero aroused other jealousies by his increasing credit it
remained unuttered. Not so, however, the contempt that was being
stirred in the men of his own house. His cousin Taddeo gave tongue
to it one day when he met Prospero in the street. He put himself
aggressively in his way,
"You swell daily in consequence, cousin, like the frog in the fable.
And the water that swells you is that in which your honour lies
drowned."
Prospero covered his anger by a mask of pleasant laughter. "Yet
you drink of it, Taddeo. And grow sleek with drinking." And he
passed on.
Another day it was another cousin, of a more remote degree, who
doffed a hat to him in mock reverence. "We uncover before you
nowadays, so high do you stand in the Imperial regard and the Doria
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